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After fording the Nushino we camped on the far
shore. As we were now inside the Aucas5 territory,
guards were necessary at night. In fact, the whole
camp was formed into a quadrangle with a sentry
on each face. We ourselves divided up the night
watches from 7 p.m. to 6 a.m. equally, so that one
white man was on the alert all the time. There was
no trouble keeping the sentries awake.
The next day, upon breaking camp, I found that
the precious matamata turtle had been deliberately
allowed to escape, the Indians believing him an un-
lucky companion for an enterprise such as the one
we were on. After I finished telling them what I
thought of them, I think they would gladly have
exchanged me for the turtle.
We pushed up a shallow creek flowing from the
direction of a very large hill which we had seen in
the distance and which could only be Rayo Urcu.
It was easier to splash up the middle of the creek
than to cut our way through the bush, although a
surprise would have been harder to guard against.
Fortunately the bush here was not thick, and it
became thinner as we progressed. Nothing hap-
pened during the day, save an encounter with a
ferocious-looking snake which the Indians asserted
stings with its tail. This erroneous but quite
common belief probably comes from the snake's
habit of swinging its body and tail forward as it
bites, rather than strikes, its victim, the habit being
due to the deeply receded position of its fangs.